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Repetitions 

REPETITIONS 

They are crying salt tears 
Over the beautiful beloved body 
Of Inez Milholland, 
Because they are glad she lived, 
Because she loved open-armed, 
Throwing love for a cheap thing 
Belonging to everybody — 
Cheap like sunlight, 
And morning air. 

THROW ROSES 

Throw roses on the sea where the dead went down. 

The roses speak to the sea, 

And the sea to the dead. 
Throw roses, O lovers — 

Let the leaves wash on the salt in the sun. 

FIRE-LOGS 

Nancy Hanks dreams by the fire ; 
Dreams, and the logs sputter, 
And the yellow tongues climb. 
Red lines lick their way in flickers. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Oh, sputter, logs. 

Oh, dream, Nancy. 
Time now for a beautiful child. 
Time now for a tall man to come. 



BABY FACE 

White Moon comes in on a baby face. 
The shafts across her bed are flimmering. 

Out on the land White Moon shines, 

Shines and glimmers against gnarled shadows, 

All silver to slow twisted shadows 

Falling across the long road that runs from the house. 

Keep a little of your beauty 
And some of your flimmering silver 
For her by the window to-night 
Where you come in, White Moon. 

EARLY MOON 

The baby moon, a canoe, a silver papoose canoe, sails and 

sails in the Indian west. 
A ring of silver foxes, a mist of silver foxes, sit and sit 

around the Indian moon. 
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